stayed away. So the new Duke of Melfi wailed calmly with hi
patrician guests, assembled to witness the formal betrothal that was t
consolidate Prospero Adorno's alliance with the House of Doria.
To that feast came Prospero more gaily dressed than his habit, bu
no more gaily than the occasion craved, in kilted tunic of cloth of silve
above hose that was striped red and white, the colours of Genoa. H<
would have denied that he had been at any pains to make himsel
attractive, for he desired nothing less than that the prospective brid*
should find him so. His chestnut hair huns severe and sleek to the
nape of his neck. His weathered, shaven, rather bony face, for all it£
pensive cast, looked singularly youthful.
Andrea Doria, detaching himself from a courtly throng of guests,
advanced to meet him, and opened wide his mighty arms to enfold the
young captain. His words matched in breadth the gesture.
"Be welcome to my house as to my heart, Prospero. It is the
prayer of an old man that the alliance between our houses may endure
forever to the magnification of our fatherland.'*
Then came Gianettino, big and showy in a round cloak of inarooo
sarcenet, the points of which were modishly knotted. He rolled forward
with a swagger and a grin, and after him followed Filippino, slim and
sly, his goggle eyes uneasy as he smiled upon this new-found brother
whom once he had chained to an oar.
Under the watchful eye of his uncle he proffered his hand.   "If
1 there have been errors,1' he muttered, "let no rankling memory remain
to taint an association that is offered in friendship."
Prospero took the proffered hand.  He smiled.
"This day begins a new chapter," he answered, and they thought
it was well said, perceiving no ambiguity or evasion.
There was no time for more, for Madonna Peretta, the new Duchess
of Melfi, was approaching and not to be kept waiting. With her came
a dark, bright-eyed boy, her son Marcantonio del Carretto, who now
added the name of Doria to his own. Prospero was presented to her,
and bowed low, bearing to his lips the hand she gave him. She was a
small, neatly shaped woman of forty, who contrived to look demure
despite the glitter of jewels that decked her.
After that the crowd pressed about Prospero, to greet him. There
were Lomellini and &ven Fregosi among the men with whom those of
his blood had always been at feud, who came to fawn upon him now
and to present him to their-smirking women. And there were those,
like the Spinoli and the Grirnani, with whom the Adorni had ever been
allied, who may have been disposed to marvel. But clearly all were
here to hold obsequies upon the past
Prosparo stood gravely attentive to their compliments. But
behind the solemnity with which he masked himself there was grim
amusement at so much adulation where he knew there was no love,
simply because a deed of arms—and a friend at court to make the
most of it—had won him Imperial favour and had earned him the
worship of the populace, ephemeral if omnipotent whilst in being.
Abruptly that secret amusement was jarred and checked.  Ahead
96

